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She was a girl that concealed a wild beauty. Her golden hair looked like it 
had been dyed in powdered stars from the night sky. Her blue eyes 
resembled jewels of the finest quality that one would find set in royal 
crowns. Materials of the best grade. However, she was wearing no make-up 
— she had simply woken up, washed her face, dressed herself and come the 
way here. Her outfit seemed like nothing but. 


She was clad in garments that had most likely been given to her by elders. 
The fabrics were good but it was not stylish. The basic one-piece dress 
looked like something that an elderly couple had bought for their 
grandchild. It did suit her. However, this girl was more fitting of something 
bolder. 


My patron, Claudia Hodgins, had come here accompanied by several ladies 
until now. I had seen him with all sorts of women, to the point that I wanted 
to offer candid advice about his circle of acquaintances... but it was the first 
time he had come with someone who left me at a loss as to how to spin the 
thread. 


She was a lost child who had come to my castle, “Canaria Tailor”. She was 
a newbie at fashion, who did not seem to know what dressing up even was. 
Nevertheless, the emerald brooch shining on her chest and her piercing 
appearance naturally caught my eye. 


“Pleased to make your acquaintance. I am Violet Evergarden.” 


She was a client who turned up in the afternoon of a certain day. 


My castle, Canaria Tailor, operated as a high-end tailoring shop in Leiden, 
the capital of Leidenschaftlich. It was a shop administered by a middle-aged 
man who had no wife or children, but I had earned a certain degree of 
evaluation and somehow managed to keep it up. However, I was in a slump 
during wartimes, my business condition at its worst. 


Recently, the patrons who had been using my services for a while were 
returning, so I was able to eat with relish once again and became able to 
send the designs I wanted to make out to the world. My patrons were 
delighted with my work activities. Claudia Hodgins, who had birthed a big 
company in Leidenschaftlich, was one of them. I had known him ever since 
he was about as tall as my knees. I had only just graduated from being an 
apprentice sewing technician when I met that child, who walked with 
tottering steps. By the time he became a soldier, I inherited this shop from 
my parents and became a full-fledged man. When the war ended and he quit 
the military to start a business as well, I had managed to be acknowledged 
as this store’s owner by other people. 


Although we were far apart in age, our relationship was connected at each 
turning point as fellows of the customer service business from the same 
city. To think he would go as far as entrusting me with the outfits of his 
company’s dolls. Honestly, something about it had struck home. 


He was a child that I, with no family of my own, had watched over for 
many years. Therefore, from the way he treated this girl, I could 
immediately tell that they were not lovers. I was told that he had hired her 
as an Auto-Memories Doll for the postal company he had opened or 
something. 


“You were a soldier, right?” 


As I asked that, she, who had been standing upright in waiting inside the 
store like a toy doll, blinked her large eyes. “You can tell?” she whispered. 
Her voice tone was beautiful, cold enough to bring to mind the 
crystallization of snow. 


“T can. From the way you walk and stand and the like. Leidenschaftlich is a 
military nation, so many of my patrons are soldiers. This kind of thing is 
ingrained in you and you can’t change it, right?” 


Still, a girl soldier, huh? So this girl was carrying a gun and running around 
the battlefields just a little while ago? I found it quite hard to believe, but as 
I learned that she had prosthetic limbs when taking her measurements, the 
sense of reality in it increased. 


—Those are pretty boorish artificial arms. 


Prosthetics themselves were not uncommon. A big war had just ended. 
Those were the kind of people who needed order-made items the most, so I 
had opportunities to see them at work. Even when walking down the street, 
there would be many people limping. But for a girl this young to be... 


“She was a brilliant soldier. But... she’s my employee now. Right, Little 
Violet?” Hodgins said as if to cut something off, ending things right there 
for once. 


We first discussed the design proposal while seated at the table, but she 
barely said anything. Did the clothes not pique her interest or had she 
simply never had any interest in clothes? 


“President Hodgins, I will leave it to you.” 


She was somewhat absent-minded. She would look around the room, then 
at her emerald brooch, and repeat the actions. 


— She has no interest. 


Clothes did not interest her. Neither did dressing up. Her concern was 
drawn to something else. Was it not rude to do that when the person who 
was going to make them was right in front of her? 


“Does this girl normally wear clothes like that?” I asked, pointing at the 
allotted one-piece. 


“The lady of the Evergarden family arranges them for her. It seems she 
bought lots of stuff and I also send some... but Little Violet only puts on the 
plain ones.” 


“Flashy clothes make one into an easy target, after all.” 


At first, I did not understand what she was talking about very well. After a 
moment, I realized that “aah, it’s about getting shot in a battlefield”. 


“You won’t get shot anymore,” Hodgins argued, yet she did not seem very 
convinced. 


I found myself thinking: 
——I see, so this girl will now find out what dressing up is. 


I could make it out. All the points connected and the things she had made 
me feel did a 180-degree flip. And then... And then... 


“How about we try lots of things on for a bit?” I said, driven by some sort 
of sense of obligation. Her blue eyes blinked vacantly. 


Hodgins agreed to it. With this as my signal, I grabbed her prosthetic arm 
without restraint, leading her into my workshop. 


“By ‘lots of things’... what am I supposed to wear?” 


“Lots of things are... lots of things. Little Violet... canaries don’t listen to 
anyone when things come to this, you see. You have no choice but to 
become a dress-up doll until I’m satisfied. I also used to be dressed up often 
in the past.” 


Such a crude way of putting it. This was what the wise should do. 
Encouragement granted to young people by the pioneers of life. 


It was best to learn from birth what the effects of “attiring oneself” were. I 
had been pursuing that for a lifetime. The world of clothing and accessories 
was wonderful. 


—If you don’t know it, I want to teach you about it. I want you to know. 
That’s all. 


I said while opening the clothes shelves one after another, “Show me your 
will. You also must know what looks good on you.” 


“Why is that?” 


Her voice resounded well. As if to rival it, I spoke loudly, “You said flashy 
colors are easy targets. You know from experience that you should wear this 
kind of ‘get-up’ in a battlefield. Isn’t that it?” 


There was a pause, and then she nodded. “Yes.” 


——TI want you not to lend an ear to the nostalgic noises of the battlefield. 
What you need is the tunes played by the rustling of ribbons, silk and frills. 


“Then you indeed need to learn what dressing yourself is about.” 


I pushed onto her the mountain of dresses that I was carrying. Poking her 
face out of the heaps of dresses, she said with a slightly troubled 
countenance, “Is it not enough to simply put clothes on?” 


As I did not have a gentle personality, I ruthlessly slashed the question, “It 
isn’t. What a foolish question. The job that you’re going to work at from 
now on has been around since old times, but it’s an occupation where 
women are the stars. Your patrons will want you to write graceful, 
courteous and authentic letters for them. You’d best wear something fitting 
of it... that’s for sure.” 


Silence. 
“You want to ask why?” 


Looking straight at me, she replied with a “yes”. She then added a “please 
tell me”. 


—What’s this? I had the impression that she was obstinate, but isn’t she a 
good child? 


I smiled composedly and said, “You’ll be fighting in a new battlefield from 
now onward.” 


It was harder to memorize names the older you grew. She... Right, Violet 
Evergarden had her eyes opening gradually wider at the words I spoke. 


“You'll be an Auto-Memories Doll, won’t you? It’s a handful of a job. In 
this kind of battlefield, a woman being beautiful in a way that matches her, 
with her appearance being as it should be... can both be a weapon for 
business and a personal protector. Therefore, you now need to try on many 
weapons and find which ones suit you. I’m that road’s pathfinder, so I’ll 
help you choose. How’s that? Feeling up to it?” 


When I asked this, Violet saluted me and said, “Understood.” 


Be them remarkable people or not, they were all lost children who sought 
teachings from me. 


“Then, first, let’s start with a type that has a slightly fluffier skirt.” 


There were cases when people felt that dressing up was something 
extremely terrifying. 


“You look surprisingly good with over-the-top and gaudy outfits. Then, 
what about this?” 


My job was to give such people a push on the back and grant them courage. 


“Let’s just try to do what we can. If we do that, you won’t think that the 
outfit you’ ll actually wear is too extravagant.” 


Be them fat, thin, short-legged or long-legged. 


“Head-dresses and bustle skirts also suit you... I have costumes that I’m 
currently being asked to make for a play and they might be good too. Would 
you like to try them on? I want a starting point for ideas. You’re... kind of... 
better off giving an impression that you live somewhere other than here.” 


Through dressing up, people could shine. Their shining figures became 
their weapons. 


“Sit over there, put your hand on the window’s rail... twist just your upper 
body a little and turn towards me.” 


Violet Evergarden. 


—] shall bestow you with a weapon that will surely attract people’s eyes 
no matter where you go. There will definitely be hardships in the place 
you’re going to fight from this point on that are unlike the ones you’ve gone 
through until now. But it’s okay. Dress yourself beautifully and face them 
with resolution. 


I was about to give you an armor that would allow you to conduct yourself 
in this fashion. 








